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wards, with a wrack of flying spray and tossing
crests ? Yet every smallest motion of every par-
ticle is the working put of laws which go far back
into the dark aeons of creation. Given the precise
conditions of wind and mass and gravitation, a
mathematician could work out and- predict the
exact motion of every liquid atom. Just so and
not otherwise could it move. It is as certain that
every minute psychological process, all the pheno-
mena that we attribute to will and purpose and
motive, are just as inevitable and immutable.

The other day I went by appointment to call
on an elderly lady of my acquaintance, the widow
of a country squire, who has settled in London
on a small jointure, in an inconspicuous house
in a dull street. She has always been a very active
woman. As the wife of a country gentleman she
was a cordial hostess, loving to fill the house with
visitors ; and in her own village she was a Lady
Bountiful of the best kind, the eager friend and
adviser of every family in the place. Now she is
old and to a great extent invalided. But she is
vigorous, upright, dignified, imperative, affectionate,
jyith a stately carriage and a sanguine complexion.
; She is always full to the brim of interest and liveli-
ness. She carries on a dozen small enterprises;
she is at daggers drawn with some of her relations,
and the keen partisan of others. Everything is
" astonishing " and " wonderful " and " extra-
ordinary " that happens to her; and it is an un-
ceasing delight to hear her describe the smallest
things, her troubles with her servaints, her family